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Sunday,  July  25  - 

On  the  way  from  Venice  to  Milan 

With  the  deepest  regret  I  left  Venice,  Venice  the  entrancing.  Oh  the 
unutterable  joy  that  was  mine  while  living  on  the  Grand  Canal  and  of  actually 
seeing  the  picturesque  sights  for  which  that  Venetian  dream  is  noted.  Life  there 
is  one  grand  sweet  song  and  oh  how  I  long  to  return  to  its  quaintness. 

This  ride  has  been  most  interesting.  Have  passed  through  Verona,  of 
Shakespeare  fame.  Lake  Garda  of  which  Virgil  wrote,  and  Breschia  where  we  had 
a  glimpse  of  Italy's  most  remarkable  Campo  Santo.  En  route,  we  were  startled 
to  see  on  a  ruined  castle  that  well  known  sign  that  has  assisted  in  making 
famous  Pennsylvania's  own  Pittsburgh  -  "Heinz  57  Varieties". 

Just  now  we  are  on  the  Plains  of  Lombardy  and  can  see  dim  outlines  of 
the  Alps.  Last  night  was  really  very  warm  and  as  we  stepped  on  the  train  we 
were  insufferably  hot  and  the  prospects  for  an  uncomfortable  journey  were 
numerous  but  now  after  five  hours  ride  we  are  enjoying  refreshing  breezes  and 
it  looks  as  though  our  arrival  at  Milan  in  half  an  hour  will  find  us  not  worn  to 
frazzles  but  delightfully  ready  for  the  good  dinner  that  surely  awaits  us  at 
8  o'clock. 


